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Auntie was silent. She was rememBering the
money she had taken from Stephen for the bazaar.
"I didn't take it; I borrowed it," thought
auntie, and at once it were as if a voice asked her;
"Did you pay it back?"
"What do you think?" she asked Blanche that
evening; "should I tell Rosa that I took money
from Stephen?"
Blanche's ill little face was haggard with sym-
pathy; she was so tired that her legs were stagger-
ing, but she listened carefully to auntie and she
said, "Perhaps you need not tell her, auntie, be-
cause Stephen was your friend, too. If he lent you
the money it was apart from Rosa. It was your
fault, not hers. It will do no good to tell her. But
now I hate father."
She took her new coat that she loved from the
cupboard, and hurled it down on the floor at
father's feet.
"Here, what's this?" said father. "What are you
doing with the new coat I bought you?"
"You didn't buy it, Stephen did," said Blanche
stormily. "You stole the money, it was Stephen's
money and now because of you he won't marry
Rosa," And backing to the door, out of his reach,
she shouted: "Robber. Liar. Thief!" and darted
out before he could catch her.
"What she says is true," cried auntie. "What
trouble you have put us all in, Joseph, Didn't you
find a cheque that Stephen tried to give Rosa and
she refused? Didn't you take it to the bank and
get the money for it? Didn't you, Joseph?"